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of which I do not know. Good-by, dear
friend. I hope to see you soon. I desire
to find you in the same good condition
which you were in two months ago. Do
not get thin nor' fat, do not worry too much,
and think a little of me. Good-by.

CCXLIX.

LONDON, BRITISH MUSEUM,

May 12, 1862.

THE exposition, frankly, resembles a fi-
asco. It is true that everything is not yet
unpacked, but the building is horrible. Al-
though very large, it does not seem to be
so. One must walk and lose himself in it
to be assured of its extent. Everybody says
that there are beautiful things in it. I find
that the English have made much progress
in taste and art of decoration; we make fur-
niture and wall paper better than they, but
we are in a deplorable way, and if it con-
tinues we shall soon be distanced. Our
jury is presided over by a German, who
thinks he is talking English and who is in-
comprehensible to everybody. There is
nothing more absurd than our meetings;y things, like those which were said to
